Wisdom and Destiny

whisper of hope or happiness should be as
dear to us, and as welcome, as any one of
its brothers. On its way to us it has
traversed the same worlds and the self-
same space as the day that finds us on
a throne or enthralled by a mighty love.
The hours are less dazzling, perhaps, that
its mantle conceals; but at least we may
rely more fully on their humble devotion.
There are as many eternal minutes in the
week that goes by in silence, as in the one
that comes boldly towards us with mighty
shout and clamour. And indeed it is we
who tell ourselves all that the hour would
seem to say; for the hour that abides
with us is ever a timid and nervous guest,
that will smile if its host be smiling, or
weep if his eyes be wet. It has been
charged with no mission to bring happi-
ness to us; it is we who should comfort
the hour that has sought refuge within
our soul. And he is wise who always